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THE UNDERWORLD OF TIME

SOMETIMES, lor a moment, the curtain of the past is
rolled up, the seven seals of its book are loosened, and
we are allowed to know more of the history than the
round number of soldiers with which a general crossed
a river, or the succession that brought one crazy
voluptuary to follow another upon the Imperial throne.
We do not refuse gratitude for what we ordinarily
receive. To the general it made all the difference
whether he had a thousand soldiers more or less, and
to us it makes some. To the Imperial maniac it was
of consequence that his predecessor in the government
of civilised mankind was slain before him, and for us
the information counts for something, too; just as
one meets travellers who satisfy an artistic craving by
enumerating the columns of a ruined shrine, and seeing
that they agree with the guidebook. But it is not
often that historians tell us what we really want to
know, or that artists will stoop to our questionings.
We would willingly go wrong over a thousand or two
of those soldiers, if we might catch the language of
just one of them as he waded into the river; and how
many a simpering Venus would we grind into face-
powder if we could follow for just one day the thoughts
of a single priest who once guarded her temple! But,

occupied with grandeur and beauty, the artists and
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